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the Tragedie 

Were red hottc ftecle ro fcarfme to the braine, 

Annoynccd let me with deadly poyfon. 

And die, ere men can fay, God Hue the Queene. 

£U. Alas poorc fault,! ciiuie not thy glory, 

To feede my humor, wilh thy lelfc no harme. 

Dnt Glo No, when he that is my husband now, 

Came to me as 1 followed Henries courtc. 

■>+ * when fcarce t he bloo d was weft wa Hit 1 ro m his hands, 
VVhichTirued froimny oti'.ci angel husband. 

And that dead faint,' which then I weeping followed, 

Ojwhcn I fay,l lookt on Richards face. 

This was my \vifh,be thou quoth I accurlr, 

For making mefoyong,lo old a widow 

And when thou wcdft,kt fortow haunt thy bed, 

And be thy wife, if any be lo fwdde 

Asmiferableby the death of thee, 

As thou haft made me by my dearc Lords death, 

Loc,£ii£Q I can repeatethis curfc agame, 

Euen in fo fhort a fpace,my womans heart 

r // Crofly grew captiue to his hony words, 

And prou’d thefubieds of my owne foulcs curie, 

Which eucr fince hath kept gay. eyes from fteepe, 

For neuer yet, one houre in his Ded, 

Hauel enioyed the .golden deaw of flecpe, 

But hauc bene waked by his timerous dreames, 

Befides,hc hates me for my father Warwicke, 

And will fliortly be rid of me. 

G)ii. Alaspoorcfoulc,! pittiethy complaints. 

"vut.Glo. No more the from my foulc I mourne for yours. 
G)u. Farewell, thou wofull welcomer of glorie. 

'D^t.Glo. A due poore foulc, thou takft thy leauc of it. 

Du Ter. Go thou to Richmod,& good fortune guide thee, 
Go thou to Richard, and good Angels guard thee, 

Go thou to fanduaric,good thoughts polfeilc thee, 

I to my graue where peace and reft lie with me, 
Eiohtie oldc yearcs of farrow haue 1 feene, 

And each houresioy wrackt with a weeke oftcene. 

The 









of Richard the third. 

, T be Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned , Bucking- 

ham, Cates by, with other Nobles, 

King. Stand al I apart. Cofcn ofBuckinghain, 

Glue me thy hand : Here he afeendeth his 

Thus high by thy aduice throne. 

And thy afliflanccis King Richard feated : 

But Hull we wearerhefc honours fora day? 

Or fliall they laft,and we reioyce in them ? 

Bnc. Still hue they, and for eucr may they laft. 

Km.Ri. O Buckingham, now Ldo play the touch, >L 
To trie ifthou be currant gold indeed : 

Tong Edward hues : thinke now what I wouldfay. 

Buc. Say on my gratiousfoueraigne. 

King. Why Buckingham, I fay [ would be King. 

Buc. Why fo you arc my thrice renowmed liege. 

King. Ha : am I King ? tis fo,but Edward liucs. 

Buc. True noble Prince. 

King. O bitter confcquence, 

That Edward ftill fhould iiuc true noble Prince; 

Cofen, thou wert not wont to be fo dull : 

Shall I be plainc? I wifh the baftards dead, 

And I would haue it fuddcnly performde. 

Whatfaift thou i fpeake fuddeniy,6c briefe. 

Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

King. Tut,tut,thou art all yce,thy kindnefte frcczcth. 

Say, hauc I thy confcnt that they (hall die .? 

f uc \ G,llc meforoe breath, fomelitlc paufc my Lord,. 
Before! po fitiuely fpeake herein : 

I will refolueyour Grace immed/atly. 

Cat. The King is angry, fee, he bites the lip. ^ 

King, r will conuerfe with iron witted fooles. u /Hl 
And vnrcfpetftiuc boyes,none are for me 
That looke into me with confideratecyes : 
Boy,highrcachingBuckinghamgrowes circumfpe&. 

Boy. Lord. 

King, Knowft thou not any whom corrupting gold 
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